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Science 
Men 


1§  Will  find  pleasant,  prac- 
tical reading  in  the  technical 
journals  that  are  devoted  to 
the  profession  that  they  are 
to  follow. 

f^  The  advertisements  of  the 
leading  manufacturers  will 
bring  you  into  touch  with 
trade  conditions  and  the 
better  qualities  of  engineer- 
ing products. 


Hugh  C.  Madean 
Publications 

Contract  Record  &  Engineering  Review,  Elec- 
trical News,  Western  Canada  Coal  Review, 
Canada  Lumberman  &  Woodworker,  Western 
Lumberman,  and  also  Canadian  Woodworker 
&  Furniture  Manufacturer,  Footwear  in  Canada 
and  the  Commercial.  MacLean  Building  Re- 
ports give  advance  information  on  all  building, 
engineering  and  construction  in  Canada. 
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The  University  of  Toronto 

(The   Provincial   University   of  Ontario.) 

with  its  federated  and  affiliated  colleges,  its  vari- 
ous faculties  and  its  special  departments,  offers 
courses  or  grants  degrees  in: 

ARTS— Leading    (o    the   de-Rices    of   B.A.,    M.A.,   Ph.D. 

COMMERCE— Bachelor  of  Commerce. 

APPLIED    SCIENCE    AND    ENGINEERING— B.A.Sc. 

M.A.Sc,    C.E.,    M.E.,    E.E.,    CIiem.E. 
MEDICINE— M.B.,    B.Sc.     (Mod),    and    M.D. 
EDUCATION— B.Paed.,    and    D.Paed. 
FORESTRY— BSc.F.,    and    F.E. 
MUSIC— Mus.    Bac.    and    Mus.    Doc. 

HOUSEHOLD    SCIENCE    AND    SOCIAL    SERVICE- 
LAW—  LL.B.,    LL.M.,    and    LL.D.    (Hon.) 
DENTISTRY— D.D.S. 
AGRICULTURE— B.S.A. 

VETERINARY   SCIENCE— B.V.S.   and   D.V.S. 
PHARMACY— Phm.B. 

TEACHERS*     CLASSES,     CORRESPONDENCE 
WORK  and  SUMMER  SESSIONS 

are  arranged  for  the  special  benefit  of  teachers 
in  service.  Evening  tutorial  classes  and  study 
groups  (for  those  in  Toronto  who  wish  to  take 
advantage  of  them),  single  lectures  and  courses 
of  lectures,  (for  outside  cities  and  towns)  are 
also  arranged,  so  far  as  possible.  (For  informa- 
tion regarding  these  write  the  Director,  Univer- 
sity Extension.) 

For  general  information  and  copies  of  calendars 
write  the  Registrar,  University  of  Toronto,  or  the 
Secretaries  of  the  Colleges  or  Faculties. 
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Lost,   Strayed  or  Stolen 


The  Point  of  View. 

First  Frosh  (putting-  up  pictures) :    I  can't  find 
a  single  pin.    Where  do  they  all  gp  to,  anyway  ? 

Second  Frosh :   It's  hard  to  tell,  because  they're 
pointed  in  one  direction  and  headed  in  another. 

^Lehigh  Burr. 


Superfine  assortment  of    Hfln    the 
Chocolates  &  Bon  Bons    ■  "C     lb. 

Main    Store 

YONGE  &  BLOOR  STS. 

(Tea  Rooms  in  Connection) 


The  Baby  Vamp. 

The  principal  of  a  certain  school  for  girls  had 
occasion  to  speak  sharply  to  one  of  the  pupils. 

"Marion,"  he  said  sharply,  "you've  neglected 
your  work  shamefully,  and  you  must  remain  with 
me  an  hour  after  school." 

Marion  shrugged  her  thin  little  shoulders. 
"Well,"  she  said,  "if  your  wife  doesn't  mind  it, 
I'm  sure  I  don't." — Denver  Times. 
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Patsy  Leone 

Antiseptic  Barber  Shop 

Exclusive   Patronage  Five  Attendants 

SHOE  SHINE 

Cor.  Bloor  and  Spadina 


Dismal  Damsel — Oh,  the  monotony  of  this 
place!  I  fear  that  before  the  day's  over  it  will 
drive  me  wild ! 

Daring  Devil — May  I  come  around  this  even- 
ing?— Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 


Howard:    I  hear  Schuyler  is  economizing-. 
Jay :   Yes,  he  doesn't  pay  any  attention  to  a  girl 
now  unless  she  can  entertain  him  at  dinner. 

—Life. 


Deceitful  Appearance. 

She:  I  saw  you  driving  yesterday  with  a  gen- 
tleman.   He  appeared  to  have  only  one  arm. 

Her:  Oh,  no;  the  other  arm  was  around  some- 
where.— Carnegie  Tech.  Puppet. 


He — Do  you  like  autos? 

She — Do  I?    You  should  have  seen  the  truck  I 
ate  for  lunch. 

Williams  Purple  Cow. 
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VY/E  WISH  every  maiden  to 

know     that     when     her 

"man"  or  "boy  friend"  (as  she 

may  call  him)  comes  bearing  a  gift 

of     Neilson's     Chocolates,     he     is 

bringing  to  her  the  most  delicious 

sweetmeats  that  money  can  buy. 

And    we    wish     men     to     know    that, 

whether  they   personally   care  about 

chocolates  or  not,   there  is  nothing 

they  can  take   to  a   maiden   that 

will  so  gratify  her  taste  for  really 

fine  confectionery    as  will  a  box 

of  Neilson's  Chocolates. 


"  TK»  Chocolates  that  are  Different" 


The  Gobi  in 


The  Goblin 


Sorry  I  Can't  Oblige! 


EXP£LL£P 
l  PEAS 


4rr 

//e  o/"  fAie  /ong  hair ---To  Editor  Under grad 
Paper  ---"If  you  and  I  and  the  paper  live  till  next 
month,  maybe  we'll  get  an  idea  for  a  cartoon." 
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LUNACY. 

A  Lunar  maide  ^ ,  fancy  free, 

Came  down  to  Earth  once  on  a  spree. 

Like  maids  of  every  planet,  she 
Was  full  of  curiosity. 


ANOTHER  MOTOR  THEFT. 

Profiteer'*  Butler — Sir,  your  wife  has  run  off 
with  the  chauffeur  in  the  car. 
Profiteer— What!    Not  the  new  Rolls-Royce? 


But  she  was  sweet  as  Eastern  spice, 
Her  heart,  of  course,  was  cold  as  ice. 

Far  in  her  home,  up  in  the  air, 

She'd  heard  that  Earth-born  men  were  fair, 

And  now  like  those  of  her  persuasion, 
She  sought  adventure  and  "liason." 

The  moon  was  hid ;  without  a  sound 
She  softly  lit  and  looked  around. 

All  night  beneath  the  cold  moon-beams 
She  sought  the  mortal  of  her  dreams. 

And  with  the  dawning,  cold  and  grey, 
She  shook  her  wings  and  flew  away. 


Yes,  with  the  burst  of  pearly  dawn 
She  left:   her  dreams  of  man  were  gone. 

She'd  found  her  mortal,  who'd  not  smiled, 
But  cried:  "Oh,  Lawdy,  spare  dis  child!" 


There  was  a  young  man  from  St.  Fife 

Who  took  to  himself  once  a  wife. 
When  he  saw  his  first  meal 
He  emitted  a  squeal, 
And  took  to  the  woods  for  his  life. 


S.P.S.,  '21: 
mer?" 

Ditto,  '22: 
office." 

S.P.S.,  '21: 
eh?" 


DRAUGHTY. 
"What  did  you  work  at  last  sum- 

"Draughtsman    in    an    architect's 

"Oh,    One    of    the  underdraweis. 


TELESCOPIC  RANGE  FINDER? 

The  new  night-watchman  at  the  Observatory 
was  watching  someone  using  the  big  telescope. 
Just  then  a  star  fell. 

"Begorra,"  he  said  to  himself,  "that  felly  sure 
is  a  crack  shot." 
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A  NAUGHTY  RHYME  ABOUT 
CHEEK-DANCING. 

"Disgusting,"  grey 

Old  ladies  say. 

The  spinsters  all  abhor  it. 

But  when  I  hold 

A  beauty  bold. 

Well,  frankly,  I  adore  it. 

I'd  dance  a  week 

Just  cheek  to  cheek 

If  I  could  get  the  chance  to, 

With  ladies  fair 

And  any  air 

That's  got  the  time  to  dance  to. 

"Degenerate 

An  awful  state." 

I  think  I  hear  you  name  me. 

But  when  they're  sweet 

Enough  to  eat 

Well,  really,  can  you  blame  me? 


She    (running)  :     I'm  a   little 
cold. 

(Thirty  seconds  elapse.) 
He:  I've  caught  a  little  cold. 


FROM  THE   MICHIGAN   GAR- 
GOYLE. 

Note. — It  was  originally  intend- 
ed to  call  this  magazine  the 
Onion  Skin. 

GARGOYLE'S    best,    0    Onion 
Skin, 
Publication  lachrymose ! 
Born  in  a  land  of  Scotch  and  gin 
How  you  can  weep,  God  only 
knows ! 


Here  in  these  states,  this  arid 
waste 
On    ginger   ale    we   jest    and 
sport. 
How    we    could    write    if   there 
were  placed 
In    front   of   us.    say,    just   a 
quart 

Of — well,  anything.    Onion  Skin 
The  Gargoyle  its  bon  voyage 
has  sent. 
We  raise  our  glass  (no  vin  with- 
in) 
And  drink  your  health  in  1%. 


First  He  (in  restaurant)  : 
"Oh,  Boy!  Pipe  the  girl  at  the 
next  table.  Gad,  I  wish  those 
eyes  were  mine!" 

Second  He :  "Well,  cheer  up, 
Old  Thing,  she'll  probably  drop 
them  as  she  passes  us." 


DOM  /^£! 


There  once  was  a  man  who  said, 

"Dumme! 
I        feel        most       exceedingly 
sqummy !" 
Now  the  cause  of  his  wails, 
Was  three  seven  inch  nails, 
Which   he'd   thoughtlessly   druv 
in  his  tummy. 


Mam'selle — "Is  the  fish  fresh?" 

Garcon — "Dunno,  hasn't  said  anything  yet. 
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ermon  on  numour  Stephen  Leacock 


1  SHOULD  like  just  for  once,  to  have  the  privi- 
lege of  delivering  a  sermon.  And  I  know  no 
better  opportunity  for  preaching  it  than  to  do 
so  across  the  cradle  of  this  infant  Goblin  to  those 
who  are  gathered  at  its  christening. 

As  my  text  let  me  take  the  words  that  were  once 
said  in  playful  kindliness  by  Charles  the  Second, 
"Good  jests  ought  to  bite  like  lambs,  not  dogs; 
they  should  cut,  not  wound."  I  invite  the  editors 
of  this  publication  to  ponder  deeply  on  the  thought 
and  when  they  have  a  sanctum  to  carve  the  words 
in  oak  below  the  chimney  piece. 

The  best  of  humour  is  always  kindly.  The 
worst  and  the  cheapest  is  malicious.  The  one  is 
arduous  and  the  other  facile.  But,  like  the  facile 
descent  of  Avernus,  it  leads  only  to  destruction. 

A  college  paper  is  under  very  peculiar  tempta- 
tions to  indulge  in  the  cheaper  kinds  of  comicality. 
In  the  first  place  its  writers  and  its  readers  are 
for  the  most  part  in  that  early  and  exuberant 
stage  of  life  in  which  the  boisterous  assertion  of 
one's  own  individuality  is  still  only  inadequately 
tempered  by  consideration  for  the  feelings  of 
others. 

In  the  second  place  it  finds  itself  in  an  environ- 
ment that  lends  itself  to  the  purposes  of  easy 
ridicule.  The  professor  stands  ready  as  its  victim. 

The  professor  is  a 
queer  creature;  of  a 
type  inviting  the 
laughter  of  the  unwise. 
His  eye  is  turned  in. 
He  sees  little  of  exter- 
nals and  values  them 
hardly  at  all.  Hence  in 
point  of  costume  and 
appearance  he  becomes 
an  easy  mark.  He 
wears  a  muffler  in 
April,  not  having  no- 
ticed that  the  winter 
has  gone  by!  He  will 
put  on  a  white  felt  hat 
without  observing  that 
it  is  the  only  one  in 
town;  and  he  may  be 
seen  with  muffetees  up- 
on his  wrists  fifty 
years  after  the  fashion 
of  wearing  them  h?s 
passed  away. 

I    can    myself    recall 

hjssA  y  c&J  W™E  »S3&  s& 

who      appeared      daily  SERS    AND     A      LITTLE 
during      the      summer  STRAW  HAT." 


quarter  in  an  English  morning  coat  with 
white  flannel  trousers  and  a  little  round 
straw  hat  with  a  blue  and  white  ribbon  on  it,  fit 
for  a  child  to  wear  at  the  seaside.  That  man's 
own  impression  of  his  costume  was  that  it  was  a 
somewhat  sportive  and  debonnair  combination, 
such  as  any  man  of  taste  might  assume  under  the 
more  torrid  signs  of  the  Zodiac. 

As  with  dress,  so  with  manner.  The  professor 
easily  falls  into  little  ways  and  mannerisms  of  his 
own.  In  the  deference  of  the  class  room  they  pass 
unchallenged  and  uncorrected.  With  the  passage 
of  the  years  they  wear  into  his  mind  like  ruts. 
One  I  have  known  who  blew  imaginary  chalk  dust 
off  his  sleeve  at  little  intervals ;  one  who  turned  in- 
cessantly a  pencil  up  and  down.  One  hitches  con- 
tinuously at  his  tie ;  one  smooths  with  meaningless 
care  the  ribbons  of  his  college  gown. 

As  with  his  dress,  so  with  the  professor's  speech. 
The  little  jest  that  he  uttered  in  gay  impromptu 
in  his  first  year  as  a  young  lecturer  is  with  him 
still  in  his  declining  age.  The  happy  phrase  and 
the  neat  turn  of  thought  are  none  the  less  neat  and 
happy  to  him  for  all  that  he  has  said  them  regu- 
larly once  a  year  for  thirty  sessions.  It  is  too 
late  to  bid  them  good-bye.  In  any  case,  perhaps 
the  students,  or  perhaps  some  student,  has  not 
heard  them;  and  that  were  indeed  a  pity. 

When  I  was  an  undegraduate  at  the  University 
of  Toronto  thirty  years  ago,  the  noblest  of  our  in- 
structors had  said  the  words  "Hence  accordingly" 
at  the  commencement  of  such  innumerable  sen- 
tences that  the  words  had  been  engraved  by  a  col- 
lege joker  across  the  front  of  the  lecturer's  desk. 
They  had  been  there  so  long  that  all  memory  of 
the  original  joker  had  been  lost.  Yet  the  good 
man  had  never  seen  them.  Coming  always  into 
his  class  room  in  the  same  way  and  bowing  to  his 
class  from  the  same  quarter  of  the  compass,  he 
was  still  able  after  forty  years  to  use  the  words 
Hence  accordingly  as  a  new  and  striking  mode  of 
thought.  The  applause  which  always  greeted  the 
phrase  he  attributed  to  our  proper  appreciation  of 
the  resounding  period  that  had  just  been  closed. 
He  always  bowed  slightly  at  our  applause  and 
flushed  a  little  with  the  pardonable  vanity  of  age. 

Having  fun  over  a  thing  of  that  sort  is  as  easy 
as  killing  a  bird  on  the  nest,  and  quite  as  cruel. 

Can  it  be  wondered,  then,  that  every  college 
paper  that  sets  out  to  be  "funny"  turns  loose 
upon  the  professoriate.  It  fastens  upon  the  obvi- 
ous idiosyncracies  of  the  instructors.  It  puts 
them  in  the  pillory.  It  ridicules  their  speech.  It 
lays  bare  in  cruei  print  and  mimic  dialogue  the 
little  failings  hitherto  unconscious  and  unknown. 
And  for  the  sake  of  a  cheap  and  transitory  laugh- 
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ter  it  often  leaves  a  wound  that  rankles  for  a  life- 
time. 

My  young  friends,  who  are  to  conduct  this  little 
GOBLIN,  pause  and  beware. 

For  the  essential  thing  is  that  such  cheap  forms 
of  humour  are  not  worth  while.  Even  from  the 
low  plane  of  editorial  advantages  they  are  poor 
"copy."    The  appeal  is  too  narrow.    The  amuse- 


remember,  a  part  of  it  that  is  called  the  benedic- 
tion. It  consists  in  invoking  a  blessing  upon  the  , 
hearers.  This  1  do  now.  I  should  not  have  writ- 
ten in  such  premonitory  criticism  of  the  Goblin 
if  I  did  not  feel  myself  deeply  interested  in  its  for- 
tunes. 1  think  that  a  journal  of  this  kind  fills  a 
great  place  in  the  life  of  a  university.  As  a  whole- 
some corrective  of  the  pedantry  and  priggishness 
which  is  the  reverse  side  of  scholarship  it  has  no 
equal.  It  can  help  to  give  to  the  outlook  of  its 
readers  a  better  perspective  and  a  trurer  propor- 
tion than  is  apt  to  be  found  in  the  cramped 
vision  induced  by  the  formal  pursuit  of  learning. 
In  the  surroundings  of  your  University  and 
your  province  it  has,  I  think,  a  peculiar  part  to 
play.  You  are  in  great  need — I  hope  I  say  it  in 
all  gentleness —  of  the  genial  corrective  of  the 
humourous  point  of  view.  You  live  in  an  atmo- 
sphere somewhat  overcharged  with  public  mor- 
ality. The  virtue  that  surrounds  you  is  passing— 
so  it  sometimes  seems  to  more  sinful  outsiders — 
into  austerity. 

It  other  words,  to  put  it  briefly,  you  are  in  a 
bad  way.  Your  undergraduates,  if  they  were  well 
advised,  would  migrate  to  the  larger  atmosphere 
and  the  more  human  culture  of  McGill.  But  if 
they  refuse  to  do  that,  I  know  nothing  that  will 
benefit  them  more  than  the  publication  of  a  jour- 
nal such  as  yours  is  destined,  I  hope,  to  be. 

STEPHEN  LEACOCK. 


fl 


"IF  A  STUDENT  IS  AS  FAT  AS  FATTY  ARBUCKLE 
—OR  A  PROFESSOR  AS  THIN  AS  A  PARALLEL  OF 
LATITUDE." 


THE 
FUSSER 


ment  is  too  restricted ;  and  the-after  taste  too 
bitter. 

If  the  contents  of  a  college  paper  are  nothing- 
more  than  college  jokes  upon  the  foibles  of  pro- 
fessors and  fellow-students,  the  paper  is  not 
worth  printing.  Such  matter  had  better  be  set 
forth  with  a  gum  machine  upon  a  piece  of  fool- 
scap and  circulated  surreptitiously  round  the 
benches  of  the  class  room. 

If  the  editors  of  the  GOBLIN  are  wise  they  will 
never  encourage  or  accept  contributions  that  con- 
sist of  mere  personal  satire.  If  a  student  is  as 
fat  as  Fatty  Arbuckle  himself  let  him  pass  his 
four  years  unrecorded  in  the  peace  due  to  his 
weight.  If  a  professor  is  as  thin  as  a  parallel  of 
latitude  let  no  number  of  the  GOBLIN  ever 
chronicle  the  fact. 

At  the  end  of  every  sermon  there  is,  so  far  as  I 


After  each  summer  I  declare, 

All  pretty  maidens  I'll  forswear, 

For  her  whom  first  I  met  last  June. 

Under  a  crescent  summer  moon, 

But  by  the  time  December's  snow 

Has  fallen— oh,  well,  damn!— you  know 

A  Chesterfield,  a  fireside; 

I  lie  again  as  all  have  lied ; 

The  little  lady  calls  me   "dear" 

And  I  must  kiss  away  that  tear. 


"I'd,  all  lor  it,"  said  the  street  young  thing  as 
<h(  signed  the  blank  on  page  25  of  this  issue. 
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HOW    HE    LIKES 


MYSTERIES. 

HE  was  tongue-tied, — 

(Strange  though  it  be), 
Which  SHE  espied 
With  confound  glee. 

"The  human  frame," 
He  blurted  out, — 

Is  wonderful, 

Without  a  doubt. 

"Just  gaze  upon 
These  arms  of  mine, 

With  which  to  fawn, 
To  clutch,  entwine. 

"These  arms  alone," — 
So  blundered  he, — 

"Are  certainly 
A  mystery." — 

"Just  think!"  cried  she, 
"How  fine  'twould  be! 

Envelope  me 
In  mystery." 


AT  O.  A.  C? 

Scene. — Lecture  Room. 

Time.— 11.58  a.m. 

(Shuffling  of  feet,  rattle  of 
coppers,  audible  sighs  of  "Let's 
go.") 

Professor  (wearily)  :  "Just  a 
moment,  gentlemen  I  have  yet 
a  few  pearls  to  cast." 


"I  must  have  some  part  of  you 
to  take  with  me,"  he  cried  as  he 
ninched  her  cheek. 


HIS  SISTER 


YOUR  SISTER 


RANEY  BEWARE! 

Flat-racing  has  been  taxed. 
House  hunters  will  put  up  a  big 
fight  if  they  are  imposed  upon 
in  the  same  fashion. 


"DIRTY  WORK." 


"White  spats  will  be  worn 
again  this  season."  A  good  time 
is  promised  for  all. 


COMIN'  THROUGH  WITH 
RYE. 

If  a  body  meet  a  body 
Just  from  Montreal, 
Can't  a  body  pay  a  body 
Just  a  friendly  call? 
0  everybody  has  his  toddy 
Nane  they  say  hae  I; 
Yet  all  the  same  I  can't  complain 
Since  Tom  came  home  with  Rye. 
—Si. 
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A  .MAGAZINE  is  known  and  rated  almost  as  much  by  its  editorial  policy  as  by  the  quality  of  its 
contents.    The  Goblin  has  only  one  main  editorial  policy— to  make  its  readers  laugh.    But  there 
are  more  ways  than  one  of  making-  people  laugh.     Some  there  are  who  go  into  paroxysms  over 
a  thinly-veiled  suggestive  joke,  others  find  much  amusement  in  pointed  personalities,  yet  the  area! 
majority  of  mankind  does  not  like  that  sort  of  thing.     The  average  man  or  woman  looks  for  clean 
and  wholesome  amusement :  and  it  is  the  hope  of  The  Goblin  to  provide  this  latter  type. 

It  galls  a  Canadian  to  feel  that  the  largest  University  in  his  country,  with  a  registration  of 
over  six  thousand  has  not  a  magazine  such  as  is  issued  by  the  American   Colleges  of  500  or  1  000 


students 


In  his  "Sermon  on  Humour,"  Stephen  Leacock  has  aptly  mapped 
out  the  ideal  editorial  policy,  and  the  one  which  the  Goblin  plans 
to  follow.  His  quotation,  "Good  jests  ought  to  bite  like  lambs,  not 
dogs;  they  should  cut,  not  wound,"  will  certainly  be  carved  over  the 
editorial  sanctum. 

The  creators  of  the  Goblin  have  been  told  that  they  are  insane. 
If  it  is  insanity  it  is  not  violent,  and  we  glory  in  it.  We  do  not 
pretend  to  be  sane  and  do  not  want  to  be,  in  fact,  as  long  as  our 
insanity  can  be  made  humorous.  But  the  student  body  must  help 
us  out,  assist  our  ravings,  so  to  speak. 


A  correspondent  writes  in  asking  if  the  "Goblin  is  in  any  way  connected  with  the  "Goblet." 
Wishing  to  offend  neither  the  Citizens'  Liberty  League  or  the  W.C.T.U.,   we  are  unable  to 
answer  this  query  in  the  columns  of  the  magazine.     We  suggest  that  the    correspondent    send    in    a 
stamped  and  addressed  envelope  for  a  private  reply,  and  an  awfully  good  telephone  number. 

During  the  first  two  weeks  of  January,  there  was  never  once  weather  cold  enough  to  insure 
ice  on  the  'Varsity  Rink.    An  explanation  of  this  is  certainly  due  from  the  Students'  Council. 

Greetings    From    LIFE   and   JUDGE 


To  The  Goblin 


To  the  Goblin. 


"THE  birth  of  a  new  humourous  paper  is  always 
a  matter  for  serious  consideration.  It  betrays 
great  courage  and  character,  and  is  indicative  of 
a  proper  faith  in  human  nature.  If  Life  has  con- 
tributed to  this  result  in  any  prenatal  way,  and 
will  be  the  cause  of  wit  in  other  men  and  in  such 
near  friends,  then  there  is  cause  for  a  common 
congratulation. 

We  might  offer  you  advice,  but  that  would  be 
superfluous  and  unhelpful.  In  the  main,  the  pro- 
duction of  a  humourous  paper  is  a  continuous 
struggle  to  get.  into  it  something  humourous  and  a 
continuous  consciousness  of  failure.  Humour  is  al- 
way  the  rare  exception,  and  if  it  should  be  the 
rule,  it  would  no  longer  be  humour. 

There  must  be  much  humour  in  the  soil  of  Can- 
ada, or  the  boys  could  not  have  fought  so  well. 
Where  there  is  bravery,  gentleness,  restraint,  and 
sporting  blood  there  is  always  humour. 

The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them,  but  there 
would  not  be  so  much  of  it  if  there  were  more 
genuinely  humourous  periodicals.  To  be  humour- 
ous in  the  right  way  is  to  be  sanitary. 

Here's  to  you !    Salute ! 

Sincerely  yours, 

THOMAS  L,  MASSON. 


T  AM  delighted  to  learn  that  a  group  of  under- 
1  graduates  of  the  University  of  Toronto  are 
about  to  follow  the  fashion  in  so  many  colleges  and 
universities  of  the  United  States  and  evolve  a 
comic  magazine. 

Judge  has  for  many  years  encouraged  this 
phase  of  amateur  journalism,  as  you  know,  and 
we  think  that  the  good  offices  of  His  Honor  have 
had  something  to  do — some  definite  influence — in 
causing  the  birth  of  practically  a  dozen  new  col- 
lege humourous  magazines  this  year.  We  have  a 
list  of  nearly  fifty,  and  they  are  a  source  of  delight 
to  us  editors,  while  the  excerpts  we  make  from 
them  for  our  weekly  page,  "With  the  College 
Wits,"  must  surely  please  Judge  readers,  while 
stimulating  the  young  idea  steadily  to  better  work. 

Yes,  we  shall  be  pleased  to  have  undergraduates 
of  Toronto  take  part  in  the  competition  which  will 
be  lamnched  early  in  March  in  Judge's  second  an- 
nual College  Wits  Number.  Of  course,  we  shall 
have  a  great  mass  of  matter  for  that  number,  and 
it  will  be  difficult  to  discriminate  in  so  much  that 
will  be  good;  but  we  are  sure  the  Toronto  boys 
will  make  a  good  showing,  and  we  wish  to  em- 
phasize the  advisability  of  getting  in  early  with 
your  stuff. 

Very  truly  yours, 

PERRITON  MAXWELL, 

Editor. 
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Giving    him  the  &0ARD5. 
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BACK  HOME. 

It  was  night  in  Liberia.  An  atmosphere  of 
Afric  mystery  and  barbarity  pervaded  every- 
thing. Through  the  mass  of  tangled  underbrush 
strode  a  huge  negro.  The  moonlight  glistened  on 
his  glossy  back  and  glinted  on  the  gory  spear 
which  he  swung  in  his  right  hand.  Ever  he  kept 
his  gaze  fastened  upon  the  rays  of  a  camp-fire  in 
•  the  clearing  ahead. 

Beside  this  fire  there  crouched  a  second  negro, 
small  and  frail,  upon  whose  features  dwelt  the  ut- 
most mortal  terror.  It  was  obvious  that  peril  was 
imminent. 

The  big  negro  advanced  into  the  clearing. 
"Bwong  rhom  a  neli?"  he  demanded  in  a  thunder- 
ing voice. 

The  other  drew  himself  to  his  full  height. 
"Bwong  bhod  li,"  he  retorted. 

It  was  enough.  Cruelly  and  maliciously  smiled 
his  enemy  as  he  lifted  the  spear  above  his  head. 
In  a  moment  there  would  have  been  cause  for  a 
new  notch  on  the  spear's  handle,  but  just  then — 
its  owner  caught  sight  of  a  paper  lying  on  the 
ground.    It  was  a  copy  of  J-ck  C-n-ck. 

"Niggah,"  he  said,  "is  you  evah  been  to  Can- 
ada?" 

"Ah  suah  is,"  replied  the  little  fellow,  "ah  shone 
shoes  in  the  Prince  George  in  Toronto,  right  till 
two  months  ago." 

"Foh  lan's  sake,  ah  used  to  be  there  foah  times 
every  yeah  to  the  races.  Is  this  heah  Mayor 
Church  still  in?" 

"  'Course  he  is,"  responded  the  small  negro. 
"He  ain't  dead  or  nothin'."  There  after  a  mom- 
ent's thought  the  little  fellow  reached  within  the 
folds  of  his  single  garment  and  produced  a  pair 
of  dotted  ivory  cubes.  Lovingly,  and  with  infinite 
suggestion  he  rolled  them  in  the  palm  of  his  hand. 

"A'  right,  brothah,  shoot,"  said  the  big  negro. 


fl 


There  once  was  a  man  who  said  that 
Is  the  place  where  I  buried  my  cat. 
When  his  friends  enquired  "How?' 
He  just  mopped  up  his  brew 
And  chewed  off  the  brim  of  his  hat. 


SWEET  COOKY! 

Miss — "Our  house  makes  me  think  of  prison. 

Outte- -"Why,  what  can  cause  that?" 

Miss — "Oh,  the  police  court  in  our  kitchen.' 


TWINKLES. 

A  tiny  girl  with  twinkling  feet 

One  day  came  twinkling  down  the  street; 

Her  eyes  they  twinkled  merrily, 

She  slyly  twinked  one  eye  at  me. 

I  twinkled  over  to  her  side; 

I  twinked  my  hat  and  gaily  cried : 

"Oh!  Maid,  what  twinkly  looks  you  have! 

Come,  let  us  twinkle  to  the  Pav." 

Bright  lights  were  twinkling  o'er  the  door 
Within  the  jazz  was  twinkling  rife; 
We  twinkled  up  and  down  the  floor  .  .  . 
We'll  twinkle  blithely  all  through  life. 


HOOT,  MON. 

"You  must  have  some  Scotch  in  you,  Alf,"  said 
Dave. 

"You're  wrong,"  replied  Alf.  making  a  rye  face. 


Have  yon  a  little  Goblin  in  your  home? 
Eventually,  why  not  now? 
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NOTICE 


In  <  in-  next  issue  our  hum- 
orous editor  will  favor  us  with 
a  four-act  drama  entitled  Ikey 
the  Ice  Man. 

This  famous  tragedy  will  be 
produced  at  the  Gayety  Theatre 
the  following  week  and  to  make 
it  really  realistic  the  villain  will 
actually  be  killed  in  the  third 
act  and  the  rest  of  his  part  play- 
ed by  another  man. 

When  one  considers  the  high 
standard  of  humor  produced  by 
our  Editor,  Mr.  Luque  Gloom 
(who  has  three  times  been  in- 
carcerated in  the  asylum  suffer- 
ing with  melancholia,  and  three 
times  discharged  as  incurable), 
it  will  be  a  difficult  task  indeed 
to  wait  till  the  March  Goblin 
comes  off  the  press. 


FREE  VERSE. 

No  one  under  sixteen  (or  any 
freshmen)  may  read  this,  by  or- 
der of  Dominion  Government : 

No  sound 

But  the  roaring  of 

The  mosquitoes. 

(Have  you  ever  tried  to  write 

Free  verse?  —  Well,  don't, 
then  ; 

It's 

Damn  hard ! ) 

Not  a  sound 

(As  I  said  before) 

But  the  uzzling 

Of  the  muskeg; 

(What  that  means  you 

Will  have  to 

('■u ess) . 

No  smell 

But  that  of 

Hotting  wood 

(Although  I  must  confess  that 
sometimes  there  is 

An  odour  of  pine). 

No  sight 

But  thousands  (or  rather 

Millions) 

Of  little  stunted 

Trees. 

That  is  Northern 

Ontario! 


MEE-OW! 

Penhryn,   '21:      PRETTY   SPIFFY    COAT    THAT    FEESHETTE     IS 

WEARING,  ISN'T  IT? 

Ysol.ie,  '22:     YES,  ISN'T  IT  TOO  DARLING  FOR  WORDS— I   HAD 
ONE  JUST  LIKE  IT  WHEN  THEY   WERE  IN  STYLE. 


HOW  TO  LIVE. 

Worry  less  and  work  more. 
Hide  less  and  walk  more. 
Frown  less  and  smile  more. 
Drink  less  and  breathe  more. 
Eat  less  and  chew  more. 
Waste  less  and  save  more. 
Preach  less  and  do  more. 
Play  less  and  study  more. 
Read  the   Goblin  and   laugh 
more. 

C.  A.  E. 


POSSIBLY  THE  JUNE   BALI 
AT  KINGSTON 


Nox: 
night? 

What' 

s    the 

party    to- 

Lux :     Mary 
out  dance. 

Belle's 

coming- 

Nox: 
sent  do 

What  did  she 
vvn  ? 

do  to  get 
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THE  HEVUNLY  LUVER 

By  Lizzie  Lewis. 

Authoress  of  "Dragged  From  The  Gutters." 

Sacer  mon  due,  ejacerlated  our  ero,  the  our  is 
cum,  my  anser  or  i  perish  in  the  ambishun.  Shal 
it  be  sed  abrod  that  a  caracter  as  i  am  of  perfect 
physic  and  comand  of  seven  langwidges  fale  to 
gane  the  hart  of  the  hansome  widder,  pon  santa 
pietro  non. 

With  these  fax,  the  ero  places  in  his  "posh"  a 
dedly  apearunce  pistul  and  moves  rapidly  in  the 
distance  uv  the  manshun  uv  the  hansome  widder. 
On  his  nees  he  pleas  to  her.  Bellum  gallicum  be 
mine  fer  eternerty  or  i  shal  esassernate  this 
retched  carcus,  rasing-  the  fatul  wepun  tords  his 
brane  case. 

Nevur,  the  hansome  widder  sez  hotily. 

Hoy,  polloy,  fer  the  las  time  befor  my  ded  corps 
fals  at  yer  feet,  agen  i  beseege,  cum  unter  my 
arms. 

Must  i  repeet  my  anser,  sez  the  hansome  wid- 
der, in  exclusiv  axcense. 

Veinte  cingua  sorda,  our  ero  remarks,  fer  the 
conclushun  time  i  ask  mary  me  les  i  fire. 

The  hansome  widders  feeturs  soffen,  she  l)ens 
or  our  ero  and  wispers — wy  not  shoot. 

Pulling  himself  ereck  our  ero  sez  veemently, 
hansome  widder  espece  de  pomme  de  terre  i  de- 
part ter  the  diabul  toot  sweet  becus  uv  the  per- 
ferdy  uv  wimmin  tis  thee  is  druv  me  thither. 
Demaiva  mattiwa  sera  rejiunta  a  la  familia  la 
perca. 

Exlaming  thus  our  ero  lef  solutary  the  hansome 
widder  and  on  his  tan  fase  wus  vizuble  the  expres- 
hun  uv  the  sinic  wich  he  then  becum. 

— E  Unibus  Plurum! 


There  was  a  young  man  from  Tarentum, 
Who  gnashed  his  false  teeth  till  he  bent  'em, 

When  asked  for  the  cost, 

Of  what  he  had  lost, 
He  said,  1  don't  know  'cause  I  rent  'em. 


After  the  'Varsity-Tiger  game,  the  Goblin  was 
heard  to  remark:  "There's  another  game  on  ice!' 


ENTER  CAESAR  AND  HIS  TRAIN 
Willia  in  Shakespeare. 


SO    (HIC)    YOU'RE    THE    GUY    THAT'SH    MAKIN' 
THISH  SHTREET   GO   ROUN'! 


S.  O.  L. 

Son  was  leaving  the  farm  for  U.  of  T.  Dad  lec- 
tured at  length  on  the  evils  of  the  big  city,  and 
ended  up  by  telling  son  if  he  was  ever  in  trouble 
to  wire  as  briefly  as  possible.  A  few  weeks  later 
Dad  received  a  wire  which  read  like  this : 
Dad: 

S.  0.  S.     $.     P.  D.  Q.     R.  S.  V.  P. 

Son. 


HOW  DO  THEY  GET  THAT  WAY? 

Wyse — "What  do  you  think  of  the  Hart  House 
Players?" 

Dumm — "Why,  they're  the  same  as  the  ones 
vou  buy  down-town. 
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ILLUSION. 

I  thought  I  heard  the  professeur; 

He  spoke  of  circumflexes; 

Of  dipthongs  such  as  found  in  "soeur 

And  pronouns  of  both  sexes. 

He  asked  subjunctives  blissfully. 

"Your  French  is  fierce,"  he  said  .  .  . 

I  woke  and  found  a  busy  bee 

Was  buzzing  'round  my  head.       


I  thought  I  ate  in  Hart  House  Hall 
With  many  another  stude. 
With  peace  and  quietness  o'er  all 
We  mingled  with  the  food — 
When  suddenly  upon  me  stole 
The  sickness  of  the  billow  .  .  . 
I  woke  with  feathers  in  my  jole, 
I'd  swallowed  half  the  pillow. 

Methinks  it  is  the  Registrar. 

I  hear  his  voice  so  sweet. 

He  asks  where  my  credentials  arc 

And  says  I  must  repeat. 

He  says,  "You'll  have  to  write  a  sup. 

Perhaps  this  course  would  suit"  .  .  . 

I  wake  and  find  it  is  my  pup 

A-worrying  my  boot. 

— J.  E. 


M. 


WHAT    WOULD    HAPPEN    IF    WE    OBEYED 
THAT  IMPULSE  TO: 

(1)  Applaud  loudly  when  suddenly  wakened  at 
the  end  of  a  long  sermon ; 

(2)  Pour  the  soup  over  the  waiter's  head  after  he 
has  let  a  scalding  drop  fall  on  our  hand ; 

(3)  Tell  the  truth  when  asked  if  we  have  had  a 
pleasant  evening ; 

(4)  Jump  up  in  the  middle  of  a  rotten  show  and 
loudly  demand  our  money  back. 


Government  School  Inspector:  "Is  there  any 
play-ground  here  ?" 

Rural  Teacher:  "Nothing  except  a  few  cases 
of  small-pox." 

(We  give  you  five  minutes  on  this  one.) 


A  Spectacle. 

"Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes,"  sang  the 
sweet  young  thing. 

"I'm  sorry,"  answered  Clarence,  "but  I  left  my 
glasses  at  home." 


Tin  Goblin 


Can  you  tell  me,  please,  what  a  watershed  holds, 
Or  the  tunes  that  a  shoe-horn  plays? 

If  the  Irish  Sea  is  a  window  blind? 
I've  been  pondering  this  for  days. 

If  a  hermit's  a  him  is  a  hymn-book  a  her? 

Did  you  ever  see  a  nail  file  by 
Or  a  pugilistic  ice  box  a  round  or  two, 
Or  a  Hying-  jib  really  fly? 
Yours  truly, 

0.  DE  KOLONE. 


TRIMMED 

By  Si   Beerious 


I  waltzed  into  a  barber  shop,  to  get  His  Nibs  to 
trim  my  crop,  oozed  myself  down  into  his  chair, 
and  shouted,  "Colonel,  cut  my  hair."  So  straight- 
way he  began  to  clip,  and  spilled  twelve  words  at 
every  snip.  He  raved  about  the  H.  C.  L.  and 
ninety  other  things  as  well,  asked  if  all  doctors 
ate  French  cheese,  or  why  the  ladies  showed  their 
knees.  He  sang  his  ditties  in  my  ear,  of  hats,  and 
pies,  and  ginger  beer,  of  fresh  imports  of  cheap 
.in  flutes,  and  if  the  firemen  owned  their  boots, 
while  all  the  time  he  sliced  my  dome  and  raked  my 
eye-brows  with  a  comb.  He  paused  and  whisper- 
ed, "Hush,  bo,  list,  from  prohibition  dope  desist; 
for  it  will  heave  you  in  the  tomb,  and  fill  your  wife 
and  friends  with  gloom.  Wherewith  he  leaned 
upon  my  crown,  and  tried  to  sell  me  half  the  town 
— "You  must,  you  must  use  vaseline,  six  bits  a 
tube,  or  half  a  bean."  He  placed  his  feet  upon  my 
chest,  and  shouted,  "Bunk's  Hair  Dyes  are  best, 
for  they  will  turn  your  wig  bright  green,  and  give 
your  lid  a  brilliant  sheen."  He  fell  upon  my 
blessed  neck ;  made  my  new  suit  a  howling  wreck ; 
swallowed  and  ate  my  six  plunk  tie;  scratched 
both  my  cheeks,  dug  out  my  eye,  "Oh,  do  accept 
an  egg  shampoo,  bay  rum  and  Oil  of  Timbuctoo." 
I  chucked  him  off  upon  the  floor,  and  woggled 
wildly  to  the  door;  he  blocked  me  with  a  pawn- 
shop smile,  "Nine  bucks,"  he  said,  in  accents  vile. 
I  passed  him  out  a  peck  of  beans,  he  stuffed  the 
whole  wad  in  his  jeans;  I  slugged  him  with  my 
Latin  text,  and  choked  him  as  he  hollered 
"NEXT."  So  read  this  lesson,  then  beware,  to  vil- 
lain barbers  ne'er  repair,  but  let  your  locks  grow 
to  the  ground,  and  sweep  the  streets  with  swishing 
sound.  Thus  you  will  live  for  evermore,  and  pile 
up  millions  by  the  score. 


Love   Among  the   Lobsters 
or  The  Bootlegger's  Revenge 

1  Futurist  Saul  Play                By  Dizzy  Ashcan 

Our  Own   Child   Prodigy 

"THE  stage  is  dark,  pitch  black 
in  fact.  The  audience  cannot 
see  the  large  bird's-eye  maple 
wash-stand  in  centre  stage,  the 
collapsible  bath-tub  at  right  or 
the  New  Thought  Self-Feeding 
Furnace  at  left.  A  little  Ray  of 
Light  creeps  down  from  the  loft, 
sobbing  softly  to  itself. 

R.  of  L. :  Lost  .  .  .  seeking 
.  .  Lost  ...  I  am  the  Light- 
Soul.  ...  I  ride  on  the  crests  of 
the  waves,  on  the  edge  of  the 
clouds  at  sunset  and  on  the  froth 
of  the  angry  beer.  .  .  .  Lost.  .  .  . 
Seeking.  .  .  .  (Screams.)  Ha! 
Found !     Found !     Found ! 

[A  black  light  is  shot  on  the  R. 
of  L.,  completely  obscuring  it. 
There  is  an  ominous  silence  as 
the  Dog-child  enters  laughing. 
It  is  followed,  three  feet  in  the 
rear,  by  a  spot-light  of  sky-blue 
green.] 

Dog-child:  Woof!  Woof! 
[Exit  Dog-child.] 

The  lights  are  switched  on  and 
free  beer  is  served  to  the  audi- 
ence— ginger  ale  to  the  children. 

Jack  and  Jill  went  up  the  hill ; 
Some  food  they  wished  to  get. 
Jack  pawned  his  safetv  razor  and 
Jill  et. 


lo/ 


Soph,   (wondering  how  to  send  telegram). 
"Do  you  think  G.  N.  W.  would  be  the  best?' 
Frosh  (not  getting  the  drift) . 
"I  like  Corby's  better  myself." 
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A  Smith  by  Any  Other  Name  .  .  . 

First  Frosh:  What's  your  name? 
Second  Frosh  :  Rent  Smith. 
First  Frosh:  'Rent,'  that's  a  funny  first  name. 
Second  Frosh:   Yes,   Maw   called  me  that  be- 
cause she  knew  she  could  raise  me. 


"John  and  Peter,"  by  H.  G.  Wells,  is  mentioned 
in  a  Canadian  weekly.  Possibly  this  is  one  of  a 
new  series  by  this  author,  on  the  twelve  apostles. 


"Journalists  to  hold  tea!"  says  the  Columbia 
Spectator.  Surely  they'd  much  rather  hold  gin  or 
hands. 


"Wrestling  squad  shows  good  form"  we  learn 
from  the  same  paper.  One  of  the  famous  "shirt- 
less sons  of  iniqnity"  must  have  been  in  the  bunch. 

"Queens  were  defeated  by  Varsity  to  the  tune  of 
341"  according  to  a  newspaper  account  of  the 
game.  Upon  consulting  a  hymn-book  we  find  that 
this  is  "Shall  We  Gather  at  the  River?"  It  is  diffi- 
cult to  grasp  the  connection. 

Classified  Ads.  from  Ontario  Papers. 

Wanted — Middle-aged  man  for  stable. 
Surely  a  cootie  hath  done  this. 

Dresses  in  silk  and  serge.  Regular  up  to  $45, 
for  $17.50. 

Who  dresses  in  this  manner?  We  recommend 
her  for  a  scholarship  in  Political  or  rather  Domes- 
tic Economy. 

Wanted — An  experienced  stationery  engineer. 
Aha — the  book  agent  in  disguise. 


HE  ODETH  TO  HIS  LADIE  FAIR. 

Maiden, 

Laden 

With  mystic  charms  and  manners  so  persuadin' 

Your  eyes 

Surprise 

The  stranger,  for  they're  bluer  than  the  skies. 

Your  nose 
Just  shows 
Impertinently  what  you  think  of  beaux. 

I'd  place 

Your  face 

Full-page  in  every  issue  if  I'd  space. 

And  vet 

I  bet 

You  don't  know  whether  Iceland's  dry  or  wet. 

You  hope 
That  soap 
Will  make  the  Bolshies  sober  as  the  pope. 


You  gai- 
Ly  say : 

"I'll  tell  the  world !"    "I'll  say  so  any  day! 


And  think 
That  Zinc 
Is  something  very  heady  that  you  drink. 


Naive 

You  grieve 

That  sausages  are  pups,  as  you  believe. 

I  hat  a 

To  state 

That  you've  no  brain  within  your  pretty  pate, 

Yet  here 
My  dear 
(I  hope  I  make  this  action  very  clear) 

This  verse 

So  terse 

Shall  show  you  that  some  other  things  are  worse. 

J.  E.  M. 
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STAGE DOOR CHAT 


THEDA   BARA    IN    PERSON. 


A  peek  back-stage  is  fascinat- 
ing at  any  time,  but  when  the 
play  is  "The  Blue  Flame,"  star- 
ring Theda  Bara  well — .  Be- 
tween vamps,  Miss  Theodosia 
Burr  de  Coppet  Goodman,  to 
give  her  her  right  name,  is  sim- 
ply an  unusual  lv  attractive 
woman ;  she  doesn't  have  the 
least  appearance  of  a  Salome  or 
a  Cleopatra.  "I  could  never  en- 
act my  wicked  roles  without 
vampire  clothes,"  says  Miss 
Bara.  "In  'The  Blue  Flame'  my 
negligees  and  evening  gown  are 
of  metallic  'slinky'  material,  cut 
so  one  must  wa'k  with  a 
stealthy,  panther-like  motion. 
This  creates  just  the  impression 
for  the  role."  Of  course,  be^v- 
ed  co-ed  readers,  this  does  not 
mean  that  clinging  clothes  will 
make  you  a  siren,  so  don't  try  to 
work  it  out  at  the  next  dance." 

It  is  interesting  to  note  that 
Theda  Bara  herself  was  once  a 
co-ed  herself,  and   in  U.   C.  at 


that — meaning  University  of 
Cincinnati,  of  course — where 
she  studied  music,  till  the  lure  of 
the  stage  became  too  strong. 


A  RUM  jdlNT. 
(By  O.  Pip). 

Entering  the  office  of  the  Edi- 
tor-in-Chief yesterday  morning 
with  the  usual  after-breakfast 
smile  of  sweet  content  illumin- 
ating my  map,  I  was  horrified  to 
see  him  turn  an  irate  face  upon 
me  as  he  whirled  about  in  his 
neat  mahogany  swivel  chair. 

"Dolt,"  he  shrieked,  "where 
is  that  interview  you  were  to 
have  handed  me  at  midnight 
last  night?" 

"Whichum?"  I  gasped,  collap- 
sing into  a  chair  on  which  I  had 
just  placed  my  hat. 

"Why,  that  one  with  the  Sec- 
retary of  the  Home  for  Super- 
annuated Bootlace  Manufactur- 
ers," he  hissed  through  his  false 
teeth. 


"Well,"  I  stammered,  trying 
my  best  to  appear  calm,  cool, 
and  collected,  "I  started  out  for 
his  office  and  on  the  way  drop- 
ped in  for  a  bite  of  lunch  at  the 
"Succotash  and  Chowder,"  a 
place  I  believed  to  be  perfectly 
respectable;  but  would  you 
credit  me — 

"Not    on    any    account,"    rudely 
interrupted  the  Ed. 

— when  I  tell  you 
that  no  sooner  had  I  entered 
when  I  found  that  the  onions 
were  boiled,  the  prunes  were 
stewed,  the  plate  had  a  bun  on, 
the  dishrag  was  soused,  the 
cups  were  full,  the  door  was 
well  oiled,  the  milk  can  was 
binged,  the  knives  had  an  edge 
on,  the  lights  were  lit  up,  the 
tomatoes  were  pickled,  the 
bread  was  half-baked,  why  even 
the  walls  were  plastered." 

"Oh,  for  a  reporter  that  is 
some  use,"  he  croaked. 

"Owe  for  him  by  all  means  if 
you  wish,"  I  retorted,  "but  re- 
member you  pay  me  cash." 


Scene:   Col 

oured  Social  Club. 

1st     CI uh  nun, 

:— MARRIED? 

2i  d 

—YES. 

1st 

—CHILDREN? 

2nd 

—FIVE. 

1st 

—FULL  HOUSE? 

2,  d 

—  NO.     SPADE  FLUSH 
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MEXICAN  OFFICERS 
REACH  CIVILIZATION 


Stage   Boxing   Bout  at 
Mattress 

REACH  WESTON  TO-DAY 


KILLS  HER  BROTHER 

WITH  A  BRICK 


Mattress,  P.Q.,  Jan.  20 

Inhabitants  of  this  place  are  wildly 
excited  over  the  arrival  of  three  Mexi- 
can officers  after  strange  and  arduous 
adventures.  The  three  men,  Cols. 
Smithers,  Hasugon  and  O'Hagen,  left 
a  Mexican  post  in  a  small  row-boat 
while  under  the  influence  of  cactus 
wine.  Proceeding  northwards,  they 
drifted  against  all  currents  as  far  as 
the  Labrador  coast,  where  thev  land- 
ed in  1914. 

For  the  last  six  years,  they  have 
been  wandering  in  the  Northern 
Wilds,  living  on  crows  and  other  ani- 
mals, which  they  succeeded  in  catch- 
ing. 

On  their  arrival  here,  being  penni- 
less, they  staged  a  boxing  bout,  and 
a  bull-fight  with  a  bull-moose — Smith- 
ers having  once  been  a  toreador — and 
obtained  sufficient  to  carry  them  back 
to  Mexico,  where  a  royal  welcome 
awaits  them.  The  only  hitch  in  the 
plans  is  due  to  the  fact  that  several 
rival  Mexican  Governments  insist  on 
entertaining  them,  which  is  producing 
much  jealousy. 

They  are  proceeding  slowly  south 
in  Fords,  accompanied  by  several 
thousand  newspaper  correspondents 
and  movie  men.  They  have  already 
been  signed  up  to  at  pear  in  a  new 
seven-reel  feature  written  specially 
for  them,  and  will  also  deliver  lec- 
tures under  the  auspices  of  the  Ep- 
woith   League. 


SPECIAL!    Copiedright 

Skagway,  Jan.  20. — The  weather 
here  continues  warm.  The  thermo- 
meter registered  twenty  degrees  be 
low  at  noon  to-day. 
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THE  ONION  SKIN 

Advertisers 


All    This    Week 

at 

The  Pesthouse  Theatre 

ORMA  CARTAGE 

in 

THE   BRANDIED   WOMAN' 

I)e  Wet  Films  Inc. 


PROMINENT  EXPLORER'S 

STRANGE  DISCOVERY 


A   Remarkable  Bird 

El  Diablo,  Chile,  Jan  9.— Prof.  An- 
tonio Icecreamio,  famous  explorer 
and  naturalist,  reached  here  to-day 
after  extensive  investigations  of  the 
fauna  and  flora  of  the  surrounding 
country.  He  reports  that  he  has  dis- 
covered a  lemarkable  bird,  to  which 
he  has  not  yet  given  a  name,  with  a 
bill  two  and  a  half  feet  long. 

Prof.  Dedbroakski,  one  of  the  party, 
and  a  man  who  has  spent  years  en- 
deavouring to  prove  the  theory  of  the 
transmission  of  souls,  states  positive- 
ly that  Prof.  Icecreamio's  find  is  the 
reincarnation  of  a  plumber. 


SHIPPING  NEWS 

Halifax,  N.S.,  Jan.  20.— A  three- 
masted  steamer  arrived  here  to-day 
from  Bombay  with  a  cargo  of  post- 
holes.  These  are  the  first  of  a  large 
consignment  that  are  to  be  distribut- 
ed by  the  Government  of  Ontario  to 
the  farmers  of  that  Province,  who,  in 
turn  will  dispose  of  them  to  the  Hydro 
Commission  to  use  for  their  new  pneu- 
matic posts  to  carry  their  energies. 
After  unloading  her  cargo  she  will 
take  on  one  of  rabbit-tracks  for  the 
West  Indies. 


OUR    CLASSIFIED   ADS. 

WANTED— Chair  for  baby  with  cane 
seat. 

WANTFD — Five  hundred  men  to  un- 
load bales  of  black  cotton;  Atema 
Ukelele  Orchestra  will  play  class- 
ical selections  from  Grand  Opera 
during  working  hours  Apply  to- 
day   Insurance    Dept.,    Royal    Bank. 


Miss  Damm  in  Hoosegow 


MURDERED  MAN  DEAD 


Dirtiwater,  Man.,  Jan.  14. — A  hor- 
riblv  fatal  murder  occurred  yesterday 
at  the  Goshawful  Apts.,  %A  Gutter- 
side  Drive.  The  police  were  summon- 
ed by  residents  of  the  building,  who 
had  become  alarmed  at  noises  in  the 
rooms  of  Miss  W.C.T  U.  Van  Damm, 
prominent  society  lady  and  a  woman- 
about-town.  Breaking  in,  they  found 
Miss  Van  Damm  calmly  smoking  a 
scented  cigarette,  while  the  dead  body 
of  her  brother,  Willie,  lay  on  the  rug 
beside  her. 

The  facts  of  the  case  indicate  that 
Willie  arrived  early  last  evening  with 
some  Christian  Science's/acts,  for  his 
sister.  As  she  was  not -in,  he  waited. 
Towards  midnight  shlj  entered;  the 
janitor  asserts  that  she 'was  under  the 
influence  of  Dr.  Howler's  Extract  of 
Wild   Raspberry. 

As  Willie  rose  to  meet  her,  she 
shouted:  "Here's  to  you,  Kid,"  and  in- 
stantly killed  him  with  a  brick  which 
she  had  concealed  in  her  hand. 

Detective  Shylock  Bolnes,  when  in- 
terviewed, shook  his  head  dubiously, 
"An  air  of  mystery  is  added  to  the 
fatality  by  the  fact  that  Miss  Van 
Damm  insisted  on  renting  her  phono- 
graph before  being  arrested,  and  has 
sold  her  priceless  collection  of  Chinese 
laundry  tickets  within  the  last  six 
weeks,"  he  said. 


HAPPY  HAMILSTOWN 


From  last  week  to  this 

Mr.  William  Sykes  has  left  for 
Kingston  to  spend  a  year  as  the  guest 
of  his  Majesty  the  King. 

The  Sunday-School  Bazaar  was 
held  ;n  the  Town  Hall  on  Friday  the 
thirteenth.  Everybody  was  present. 
Among  them  were  Si  Perkins,  who 
looked  his  usual  debonnaire  self  in  a 
bow  tie  and  a  pair  of  spats  (the  first 
pair  to  reach  this  burg,  by  the  way). 
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Swiped 


Ladies'  dresses  are  now  being-  made  of  banana 
fibre.    They  should  be  easy  to  slip  on! 

— Passing  Show. 


He — Lunch  with  me? 

She — Yes,  where'll  we  go? 

He — Let's  eat  up  the  street. 

She — No  thanks;  don't  care  for  asphalt. 

— Voo  Doo. 


In   the   midst   of   life   we   are   in    debt.- 
Canuck. 


-Jack 


In  Demand. 

Flatbush — And  did  you  attend  the  seance  last 
night? 

Bensonhurst — I  sure  did. 

"And  did  the  medium  get  you  in  touch  with  the 
spirit  with  which  you  wished  to  speak  ?" 

"No;  the  line  was  busy." — Yonkers  Statesman. 


A  restaurant  in  Butler,  Mo.,  displays  this  sign : 
"Don't    divorce   your   wife   because    she   can't 
cook. 

"Eat  here  and  keep  her  for  a  pet." — Life. 


"Gwenny  and  I  were  great  pals,  but  we  don't 
speak  now." 

"How  perfectly  thrilling!  What's  his  name?" 
—Sydney  (Australia)  Bulletin. 


A  Study  in  Scarlet. 

He  told  the  shy  maid  of  his  love, 
The  color  left  her  cheeks ; 
But  on  the  shoulder  of  his  coat 
It  showed  for  several  weeks. 

— Texas  Scalper. 


He — Tell  me  the  story  of  your  life. 
She — How  dare  you? 

— Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowi 


More  Material  Advancement. 

"Have  you  seen  the  new  style  socks?" 
"No;  are  they  good?" 

'Great  convenience!     They're  sewed  right  into 
the  shoes." 

"But  how  do  you  change  them?" 
"You  don't!    That's  the  convenience!" 

— Dartmouth  Jack-o'-Lanteru. 


"Hats,"  says  The  Times'  fashion  correspondent, 
"are  worn  well  on  the  head."  We  have  always  re- 
garded this  as  the  best  place  to  wear  a  hat  on. 

— Punch. 


Cool. 

"Just  met  my  summer  girl.' 
"How  was  she?" 
"Wintry." 


-Judge. 
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There  was  an  old  man  from  Lahore 

Who  refused  to  go  out  any  more 

When  asked  to  explain 

lie  just  curled  up  with  pain, 

And  burst  into  tears  on  the  floor. 
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PEOPLE  WE  SHOULD  LIKE  TO  SEE 
DROWNED: 

The  man  who  is  so  narrow  minded  that  his  ears 
rub  together. 


Will  gentleman  who  picked  up  two  young  ladies 
last  night,  kindly  return  black  purse  which  one  of 
them  left  in  his  car. 


AUCTION  AS  A  SCIENCE 

Lesson   202 

By   \\  illy   It  ight 

\  V  you  are  keeping  score  do  not  give  yourself  too 

much  during  the  progress  of  the  game.       It  is 

much  simpler,  and  less  easily  detected,  to  make  a 

mistake  when  adding  up  at  the  end  of  the  rubber. 

Q  N  picking  up  your  cards  after  your  partners 
deal,  do  not  cry,  "Who  dealt  this  mess?"  Such 
a  remark  is  apt  to  make  people  think  you  have  a 
poor  hand,  and  reflects  on  your  partner's  ability 
in  dealing. 


Editor  of  The  Goblin  : 

TACK-O-LANTERN  is  glad  to  hear  that  "Our 
J  Lady  of  the  Snows"  will  soon  possess  an  under- 
graduate comic  monthly,  and  sincerely  congratu- 
lates its  editors  upon  their  initiative. 

Accept  my  hearty  good  wishes,  for  you  bid  fair 
to  become  the  only  properly  inspired  joke-sheet  on 
the  North  American  continent. 

Sincerely  yours, 

HARLAND  F.  MANCHESTER, 

Editor  of  the  Jack-o-Lantern. 


ADAM'S  FAVORITE  JEST. 

It  is  time  every  freshman  heard  that  joke  about 
the  professor  who  cried,  "Time  flies!"  and  the 
student  who  replied,  "I  can't,  they  go  too  fast." 


J  T  is  often  a  good  idea  to  start  a  spirited  argu- 
ment with  the  spectators  (if  there  are  any),  or 
else  with  your  partner,  when  your  opponent  is 
trying  to  decide  on  a  lead  at  a  crucial  moment. 
This  noise  often  rattles  him,  and  he  occasionally 
makes  a  wrong  lead. 

g  Y  the  rules  of  1921  it  has  been  made  illegal  to 
enquire  of  your  partner  what  he  wishes  you  to 
lead.  It  is  the  correct  thing  for  him  to  kick  you  on 
the  shins  once  for  clubs,  twice  for  diamonds,  etc. 
The  greatest  care  must  be  taken,  however,  not  to 
kick  one's  opponents,  as  this  is  a  foul,  and  counts 
fifty  above  the  line  for  them. 

ARC-ADIAN  SIMPLICITY. 

Teacher — What  kind  of  illumination  did  they 
use  on  the  ark? 

The  Voice  of  Innocence — Arc-lights. 


In  the  interests  of  humanity  and  the  co-eds,  THE 
Goblin  announces  a  Male  vs.  Female  Wit  Compe- 
tition, extending  throughout  the  next  three 
months.  Anything  funny,  from  your  laundry- 
man's  picture  to  a  pint  of  near-beer,  is  welcome. 
So  send  along  your  jokes,  cartoons,  free  verse,  etc., 
ad.  inf.  In  case  the  ladies  win,  a  beautiful  sten- 
ographer will  be  installed  in  the  office ;  in  case  they 
don't,  she  will  be  installed  anyway.  Herewith,  we 
fire  our  starting  horse-pistol,  and  may  the  best  one 
win. 


GOOD 


NIGHT 
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LAUGH  AND  THE  WORLD  LAUGHS  WITH  YOU 

The   Modern   Charles    Lamb 
•ALPHA     OF    THK     PLOUGH" 

Author    of 

The  Priceless  Volumes,  ;>ll  of  w)  ich  are 

Fittingly  ami  Artistically  Illustrated 

bj   Clive  Gardiner  and  C.  E.   Brock. 

•PEBBLES   ON   THE  SHORE" 

•LEAVES     IX      THE      WIND" 

"WINDFALLS"    (jus)    issued) 

Each   $2.00.  Cloth  Gilt. 

At    All    Booksellers 

or   the   Publishers 

.1.   M.   DENT  &  SONS,  LTD.,   LONDON,  ENG. 
si;  CHURCH  STBEET,  TORONTO 


Student  Council!     Attenshun! 

First  Student — Watcha  gonna  do  t'night? 

Second  Stud  cut — Nothing.  What  you  gonna 
do" 

First  Student— Nothing. 

S  '-'>i)d  Student — Who  else  will  play? — Caro- 
lina Tar  Baby. 


Grace — "I   told   him   he   mustn't   see    me   any 
more." 

Hi  r  Brother — "Well,  what  did  he  do?" 

Grace — "He  turned  out  the  light." — Awgivan. 


A  TOUCHING  POEM 

-by— 

THE  POET  LOWER-RATE. 

Oh,  gentle  reader,  kindly  sign 

Subscription  blank  hereunder  placed; 

Your  name  upon  the  dotted  line. 
Will  mark  you  as  a  man  of  taste. 

And  then,  besides,  we  need  the  "Dough"; 

Without  it  GOBLIN  will  expire. 
Our  balance  at  the  bank  is  low. 

Our  one  stenog.  we've  had  to  fire. 

There's  no  rug  on  the  office  floor, 
Or  naughty  pictures  on  the  wall; 

We  need  a  padlock  on  the  door, 
Lest  uninvited  guests  may  call. 

Unless  we  pay  up  last  month's  rent, 

The  janitor  will  kick  us  out, 
Or  put  the  coppers  on  our  trail: 

Unpleasant  thing  to  think  about! 

But  if  you  sign  the  blank  below. 
And  send  us  in  ten  bits  of  kale. 

You'll  help  this  magazine  to  grow. 
And  save  its  editors  from  jail. 


CELL  NO.  12667. 

The  old  lady  in  the  confectionery  was  getting 
impatient  at  the  lack  of  service.  Finally  she  rap- 
pod  sharply  on  the  counter. 

"Here,  young  lady,"  she  called:  "Who  waits  on 
the  nuts?" — Michigan  Gargoyle. 


Habit. 

'So  your  wife  has  left  you  ?" 

'Yes,  about  four  days  ago." 

'What  did  she  say  when  she  went?" 

'  'Is  mv  hat  on  straight?'  " — Boston  Globe. 


Store:— Main  6H62  Tea  Room— Main  2473 

Binghams,  Limited 

146  Yonge  St. 

Noon  Luncheon  Afternoon  Teas 

11.30     2  p.m.  2.30 —5  p.m. 

Evening  Dinner 

5.00     7.30  p.m. 

Makers  of  "Polly-Anna  Chocolates" 
"The  Clad  Candies" 


To  The  Circulation  Manager,  The  Goblin: 

Dear  Sir,— Enclosed  find  $1.25  (if  I 
haven't  forgotten  to  put  it  in)  for  which 
send  me  The  Goblin  for  seven  months,  be- 
ginning with  the  March  number. 

Name    

Address    

Place  this  in  an  unstamped  envelope  ad- 
dressed as  above,  and  leave  it  at  the  U.  C. 
post-office,  the  Engineering  Society  office, 
the  Hall  Porter's  desk,  Hart  House,  or  the 
Victoria  College  Book  Bureau,  or  mail  it  to 
The  Goblin,  181  Simcoe  Street. 


The  Goblin 


The  Diet  Kitchen  Tea  Rooms 

72  Bloor  Street   W.,   Toronto 


Breakfast  Luncheon 

Afternoon  Tea  Dinner 


OPEN   SUNDAYS  Phone  North  4382 


J.  Brotherton 

Shoes  and  Sporting  Goods 

College    Outfitters 
for    all    Sports  .  .  . 


580  Yonge  Street 


Such  a  Ducky  Lid,  Too. — Fair  Customer — 
'I'd  like  to  try  on  that  one  over  there." 

Salesman — "I'm  sorry,  madam,  but  that  is  the 
ampshade." — The  Pushing  Show,  London. 


The  glow-worm  lay  in  a  cotton  sack 

The  live-long-  day — 
'Twas  bliss! 
Then  he  rolled  around  upon  his  back 

And  there  he  lay 

—Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 


"Is  there  any  hazing  going  on  at  this  College?" 

"None  to  speak  of,"  said  the  second  year  man. 

"But  what  would  happen  if  a  freshman  refused 
to  salute  a  soph?" 

"Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  he  would 
eventually  salute  the  sophomore. 

—Toronto  Star. 


Romance. 

The  wornout  old  stove  crouched  wanly  on  the 
rubbish  pile  and,  pointing  to  the  ash-heap,  re- 
marked to  the  garbage-tin : 

"Ah,  me !  There's  all  that's  left  of  an  old  flame 
of  mine!" — Life. 


The  Line  Was  Busy. 

Caller — Why  did  you  ever  teach  your  parrot 
to  swear  so  terribly? 

Hostess — We  didn't  do  it  intentionally.  It  just 
happened  that  her  cage  was  near  the  telephone. 
— Life. 


A  certain  youngjady  named  Maude, 

Was  considered iBkocial  fraude; 

In  the  ball-room  I'm  told, 

She  was  haughty  and  cold, 

But  alone  on  the  sofa — My  Gaude ! 

— Exchange. 


Patronize  the 
Goblin  Advertisers! 


That  doesn't  mean  much  to  you.  but 
it  means  a  helluva  lot  to  us. 

If  one-quarter  of  the  readers  of  The 
Goblin  were  to  ask  for  Chiclets  at  the 
Hart  House  Barber  Shop,  Mr.  Chiclet 
would  see  that  he  was  getting  results 
and  would  advertise  again. 

Or  if  all  these  cars  which  stand  out- 
side the  University  buildings  were 
equipped  with  U.S.L.  batteries  the 
C.G.E.  would  probably  decorate  the 
inside  back  cover  with  another  artistic 
landscape. 

All  S.P.S.  men  will,  of  course,  per- 
use page  two  (both  halves)  with  the 
greatest    interest.     Nuff   sed. 

UNDERGRADS  and  GRADS,  this 
is  your  magazine.  The  way  you  can. 
support  it  best  is  to  buy  from  our  ad- 
vertisers, and  when  vou  buv  TELL 
THEM  YOU  SAW  THEIR  ADVER- 
TISEMENTS IN  THE  GOBLIN.  That 
is  the  surest  method  of  helping  us  to 
grow. 


Machine-Pasted  Plates 

THE  life  of  a  Battery  depends  upon  the  durability  of  its  Plates.  The  active  material, 
or  "paste,"  is  squeezed  by  powerful  machines  into  the  grid  of  each  USL  Battery 
Plate, 'J  forming  a  solid,  homogeneous  mass  from  face  to  face.  These  USL 
MACHINE-PASTED  PLATES  are  full  formed  and  charged  with  Power  from  Niagara, 
and  make  the  USL  Battery  long-lived  and  thoroughly  dependable. 

A  USL  sign  at  the  front  of  a  garage   is   an   indication   o(  the   real   battery   value  to  be 
had    within. 

"Tested   for    Service." 

Canadian   General    Electric    Co.,  limited 


Head  Office 


TORONTO 


Iranch  Offices:   Montreal,  Quebec,   Sherbrooke,   Halifax,   Sydney,   St.   John,  Ottawa,   Hamilton,    London, 
Windsor,   Cobalt,   South  Porcupine,  Winnipeg,   Calgary,   Edmonton,   Nelson,   Vancouver  and  Victoria. 


ers  Every  Time! 

When  the  stress  of  study  or  play  is 
most  severe— try  a  dainty,  candy  coated 
Chiclet.  The  iull  rich  peppermint 
flavor  will  put  "pep"  into  your  stride — 
will  refresh  and  invigorate  you.  Eases 
the  tension — soothes  the  nerves. 

Aft9r  smoking  you'll  find  Chiclets  supremely 
good — they'll  sweeten  the  breath,  keep  the  teeth 
clean,  aid  digestion. 

k 

Have  Chiclets  always  handy — you'll  enjoy 
their  "Really  Delightful"  goodness  at  all  times. 

Sold  everywhere — ten  for  5c. 

-an  Adams  \product,{  particularly  prepared 

(fehicUts 

v  Canadian  Chewing  Gum  Co.,  Limited,  Toronto,  Winnipeg,  Vancouver 


